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i g T, he Tragedy of Othello 

With what elfc needefull your good Grace {hall thinke, 
Tobefentafcerme. 

T>h. Let it be fo : . 

Good night to euery one, and noble-Seignior, ; 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacke. 
i Sena. Adieu braue Moore, vfe Defdttnpt* Well. 

Bra. Looke to her Moore,if thou haft eyes to fee. 

She has deceiud’d her father, and may thee. Extant. 

Otb. My lifpvpon her faith. Honeft Iago t 
<My Dcfdemona mufti lcaue tothee,. 

I prcthee let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona, I haue but an houre . 

Of loue, of worldly matters anddire&ion, 

Jo (pend wich thee, we muft obey the time. 

Rod, lago. Exit Moore and DMcmonZ. 

Jag. What fa ill thou noble heart? 

Rod. What will I doe thinkft thou? 

. jag. Why coe to bed and fleepe. 

Rod. I wilfincontincntly cjkowne my felfe. 

lag. Well, if thou doe 01*1 fh^U ncuer loue thee after it. 

Why thou filly Gentleman; '• . , , ■ 

Rod. Itfis (illineffeto Hue, when to Hue tsa toment,and then we 
b me a prefcription,to dye when death is our Phyfirian. 

lag. O villanc-us, I ha look’d vpon the. world for foure timeafe- 
uen \ cares, and finpe I could diftinguifh between® a benefit and an. 
iniurv l neuer found a man that knew how to loue himfclle : ere i, 
wouldVay I would drowne my felfe, for the loue ofaGinny Hen, I 

would change my humanity with a Baboone. , ri 

Rod. What Laid I doe ? I confdk it is my lhame to be fo fond, 

hut ic is not in my vertue to amend it* , 

Isp Vertue aiig, t is in cur felues, that wee are thus, or i 
cur bodies are gardms.to.the which our wills are Gardiners, ftthi 
if u e will plant Ncttles.or fow Ltttice.fetlfop, and wee d vp Tw. , 
fuDDly it with one gender of hearbes, or diftrad It withm. ny.el- 
thefto haue it ftert ill with idlcncffe, or manur’d with m y ' y> f 
«,» power, and corrigible authority of this, Iks in our wills. O. 



the Moore of Venice. 



ballance of our Hues had not one fcale of reafon, to poiTe another of 
fenfuality ^ the blood and bafeneffe of our natures, would conduft 
vs to moft prepofterous condufions. But wee hauereafon to coole 
©ur raging motions, our carnall flings, oor vnbitted lufts ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a feft, or fyen. 

Rod. Ic cannot be. 

Jag It is meerely a lull of the bJood,and a permiflion of the will: 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies : I profefle me thy friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy defi- 
ning, with cables of perdurable toughneffe ; I could ncuer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfnrp’d beard ; I fay pat money in thy 
purfe. Ic cannot be, that Defdemona fhould long continue her (oue 
vnto the Moore,— put money in thy purfe,— nor he his to her; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou (halt fee an anfwerablefe- 
queftration s put but money in thy purfe,— Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills?— fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as lufhious as Locufts,fIulJ be to him fhortly as bitter as 
Colcquintida : She mud change for youth * when fhec is fated with 
his body, Oiee will finde the error of her choyce 5 Hire muft hacse 
change, fhe tnuil. Therefore put money jn thy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning $ 
make all the money thou canfo ff fan&imony, and a fraile vow, be- 
{.wixt an erring Barbarian, & a fuper- fubtle Venetian 3 be not too hard 
for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou fhiit enioy her ; therefore 
make money, a pox a drowning, tis cleane our of the way ; feeke 
thou rather to be bang’d in compafsing thy ioy, then to be drowned, 
and goewi: hour her. 

Rod. Wilt thou he fad to my hopes, if I depend on the iffue ? 

lag. I hou art fore of me— goe, make money — J haue told thee 

T ^ ag T n e> anda 8 aine . 1 the Moore, my caufe 
is hearted, thine has no Idle reafoo, let vs be coniundiiue in our re- 
ueng again!! him : Ii thou canft cue ’-old him, thou dodt thy felfe s 
pltalurvnca fpott. 1 here are many tuents in rhe wombeof Time, 

* w, « 

Rod, When? fliall we meet i’ih morning ? 

At my lodging 

C 3 Rc& 



